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cattle and personal belongings than with the course of the war. All they wanted to do was to go back to their farms to feed the chickens and milk the cows.
The best room in the house (which is not saying much) was given up to the R.A.M.C. A putty-faced German soldier lay on his back in the double bed, moaning his last hours away.
That night was the worst I had known since the tunnel headquarters at Leros. I tried to lie outside in the slit trench, but it was too wet and uncomfortable, so I chose the ground. The grumble of intermittent firing, rising sometimes to the roar of an avalanche, banished sleep. Danger laced the darkness all around us, where isolated bodies of German troops were stealthily moving eastwards. At 2 a.m. an officer, passing hurriedly like a black wraith, muttered an urgent warning.
" Get into the trench, the Germans are coming. Don't shoot till they're on top of you."
I obeyed the first part of his advice, palpitating. The second part did not concern me because I had nothing to shoot with. Interminable minutes elapsed. I could see and hear nothing. The alarm, passed and the officer told me that a German company had been moving across our front.
A laggard, yellow dawn ended this night of horrors, real and imagined. Tension relaxed with the light and we formed a gipsy encampment with Oliver and Cattle, if I remember, as cooks. We all now shared one main anxiety, to get to cable-head across the river, which meant Press headquarters of the Second Army. While most of us watched the unusual sight of a dogfight in which the last of the Luftwaffe must surely have been engaged, Oliver, the master-mind, by some miracle acquired a German Volkswagen.
Jessie at Lucknow, with her dream of the bagpipes, caused no more delight than our vision of a solitary crusader tank trundling along a rough track towards the farm at 8 a.m. We were relieved.
The Press party crammed into this little Volkswagen, and we began a victory drive to end all victory drives, for our welcome came from front-line fighting soldiers a,s we anti-Hitler feelings. Two young girls were the only truculent avowed Nazis he had found. Most.of them were more concerned with the safety of their pigs,urned up out of GOO, he captured the key battery at Mcrvillc. But that is another story—described in By Air to Battle, the olficial account published in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
